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King Charles the Firſt, 


C | Fanuary the 30 16458. 
A PINDARIC ODE. 
1.9e6. 1684 I. 


JT”: mournful Voice, my Muſe, to — Strings, 


ia On the MARTYRDOM 


And mournfully play, and mournfully 
The laſt ſad Tragick Scene of our great martyr'd KI N 6. 
All dark and gloomy was th' unhappy oy, 
and the unwilling Sun 
Refus'd his daily Race to run, »: 
Nor the leaſt Beam of Brightneſs would diſplay ; 
lack as the Tyrants Heart that did the Nation ſway. 
We fear'd (and very juſtly too) 
at Heaven would pour all its Viols down, 
nd ſend worſe Plagues than ever A&gjpt knew, 
the wrecched I{land ww uudor. 
the wretched Iſle deſerv'd toibe 
digd up, and caſt into the Sta, 
or the dire Sins of its own _— 


: By 


Ih 
e've heard of the Calamities Gad'ſent down 
pon Jeruſalem, his own lov'd Down, 
Whar Plagues, what Rnines, did enſue, 
What Blood, what Dafolations, did purſue 
hen they had crucified the Frernal hg, 
Though that was aaher Gorad 
Yet was the Guilt almoſt the ſame, 
Never was &d 
Since that, of deeper Dye _ been, 
Nor ever yas b 
When the Erermal Son of God diddye, 
the Tertiples Vail was rent, 
And fearful Sigpis and Wonders fill'd the Firmament ; 
So when the horrid Blow was given 
Ic frighted Earth, and ſtart'd Heav'n. 
In vain Aſtrologers cheir skill did try : 
'afl muſt in (þaos lye, 
When Rebels rule, and God-like Kings mult dye, 
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Ah, curſt Effe&ts of (vil Wars! 
And lawleſs Luft, and impious Rage 
Of a rebellious; factious Age. 
Thus did the Hands and Feet rebell, : 
And 'gainſt their Sovercign Head to Civil Diſcords fell, 
| Reaſon depos'd and gone, | 
Luſt ſtraic uſurp'd the injurd-Throne, 
and (wore 'twould reign and ru}gglone; - 
And what but Ruine could be e're the Fate * 
Of ſuch a rude, ungovernd, head-ſtrong State ? 
\ Ler, gracious Heaven, never more this Land, 
Fall under the. dire Vengeance of thy Hand ; 
No more let Albion be the (port andſhour, 
Of all her Neighbours round about. 
Ah! wretched Albion then caey cry'd ; 
Ah! wretched Albionthen the Gods and Men reply'd. 


LV. 


If itbe true - 
That fromthe Martyrs Blood the Churches Greatneſs grew, 
that for one flain 
Out of his Duſt many ſhould riſe again ; 
We ſeethe mighty Sentence prov'd divine, 
W hat God-like Heroes.ſprang from Charles his Line, 
What God-like Phenixes did re-aſpire | 
From out their Royal Father's Funeral Pyre ? 
Juſt like the Sun after a Storm, 
Such was the happy Entry df our KING, 
His Royal Bounty [mil'd ontvery thing : 
(Our- doing Heaven) Pardons he gave 
ro every bale rebellious Slave / . 


Forgave his Father's Dearh and his own Sufferings. 


Kind Heaven has Albion happy made 
under the God-like ( harles his ſhade, 
His Noon-tide Glories all ſhall riſe;: 
and mount before himto the Skies, 
Too high for any Poliſh, Fattious Policies : 
And Men ſhall envy us, and calt. 
The great Defender ef our Faith, Defender of us all, 
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